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SPECIAL OFFER TO BEGIN THE NEW YEAR 


HIS PICTURE, “Sally in Our Alley,’’ beautifully colored, mounted on 
heavy paper 12x16 inches, from our latest painting by James Montgomery 
Flagg, and a handsomely illustrated catalogue giving full descriptions of 
our complete line of engravings, both for 25 cents. 


A copy of this picture alone will cost you 50 cents, when this special 
offer is withdrawn. Take advantage of this opportunity. 


No collection of pictures is complete without “Sally in Our Alley,”’ 
by one of the most famous artists in America. 


Our beautifully illustrated catalogue contains a very complete list 
of lively subjects from which to choose engravings suitable for your 
library, den, parlor, living room or billiard room or as holiday; birth- 


day or wedding gifts. Order now! 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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John A. Sleicher, President. 
Reuben P. Sleicher,Secy. Arthur Terry, Treasurer. 
James Melvin Lee, - Managing Editor. 
Grant E. Hamilton, - - Art Editor. 





Pen-Points. 
om HE BRAVE are 


a said to deserve 
W/ “gp, the fair, because 
Ni (> only the brave can 


\ on live with them. 
}S79): The acid test for 
@-) ax. friendship is mis- 

fortune. 

Only the pretty girl can loose the 
purse strings of a stingy man. 

Lawyers often go children one better 
in asking embarrassing questions. 

Friendship is much like money—easy 
to make, but hard to keep. 

Theories and facts make a splendid 
team when they pull together. 

Those who carry their head high us- 
ually have a light one. 

Louisville passes New York this bou- 
quet: ‘‘ About one-tenth of the inhabit- 
ants of the United States live in New 
York, and live happily, feeling confident 
that they’re about nine-tenths.”’ 

Many men enjoy a dry smoke. 
not a dry drink? 

Angelfood cakes seldom make boys 
angelic. 

Too often sermons have too much 
length and too little depth. 
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Why 


Making a Touch. 


A man may lead a thrifty life 

And still beg money from his wife. 

Oh, pitiful to hear him holler 

For her to lend him just a dollar! 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 

A man may have a thrifty wife 

And hold his money like his life, 

Until she has to grab his collar 

To force from him a single dollar. 

—Youngstown Telegram. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. 
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Batjer & Co., 45 B 
Sole Agents for 
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An Asset. 





Friend—‘‘They say you’ve made one 
hundred thousand dollars since you held 
office. ’’ 

Statesman—‘‘So I’ve heard.”’ 

Friend—‘‘Aren’t you going to deny 
the story?’’ 

Statesman—‘‘No. It causes unpleas- 
ant gossip, of course, but it’s fine for 
my credit.’’—Cleveland Leader. 

‘*Full many a flower is born to blush un- 
seen 

And waste its sweetness on the desert 

air;”’ 
Full many an oyster in the soup tureen 

So shy appears you’d never know it’s 

there.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
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FOR MORE THAN 


300 YEARS 


The Carthusian Monks have Made 


Liqueur Peres Chartreux 
The World’s Most Famous 
CORDIAL 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
roadway, New York, N.Y. 
nited States. 








Foxy Papa. 


‘How do you get that boy of yours up 
so early in the morning?”’ 

‘‘I take his book away from him and 
make him go to bed just at the point 
where Nick Carter is slinking stealthily 
into the haunt of the Black Hand.’’— 
Cleveland Leader. 


Kept Informed. 


Green—‘‘I understand his wife has 
money ?’’ 
Point—‘‘He understands it, also.’’— 


Brooklyn Life. 
Sayings of Great Women. 


‘Blessings on thee, barefoot dance.’’ 
—Mary Garden.— Youngstown Telegram. 





CELEBRATED RYE 


WHISKEW 


Gibson Distilling Company 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 















JUDGE’S POLITICAL BILLBOARD 
(Posters By Flohri.) 
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COMPETITION. 
Auto bug—‘‘ See how I am putting them away. You are 
slow.’’ 
Flying-machine bug—** Oh, I'm doing’ pretty good, so far. 
Give me time, and I 'll do as well as you.’’ 


a Tete 
THE HUNGRY |< 
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“LAME DUCK.’ CAN HE MAKE HIM DRINK? 
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Dopes for Doctors. 
By CHARLES IRVIN JUNKIN. 
OME dig for gold, and some seek checks for all, but the people sigh in haileth his coming with joy, but the con” 
S for precious stones, but it is a vain for the good old ‘‘family physician.’’ valescent is haunted by shadows of the 
blind surgeon that cannot find a A bad egg may bring forth a chicken, _ bill to come, and crieth ‘‘Enough!”’ | 


pot of yellow metai at the foot and a bag of fertilizer will hurry up the The Chinaman crieth ‘‘No cashee, no 

vf the vermiform appendix. crop, but a crooked doctor is a proposi- laundry,’’ and the banker requireth heavy 
A specialist for the eye, and another _ tion that calls for antiseptics. collateral, but the physician is expected 
for each corner of the anatomy, and big The sick man longeth for adoctor, and _ to go right on with his work, and he does. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES 
Stout, well-fed party in furs—‘‘Ah, this is a fine, crisp, healthy, bracing air!’’ 





Every Day of Every Month. 
By BURGES JOHNSON 
HIRTY days hath Sep- 
tember, 
1 WaApril, June, and dull No- 
’ vember’’; 
And, on each of them, 
remember 
That I wish you joy, 
indeed. 
** All the rest have thirty- 
one days, 
Save the month of 
February.’’ 
May they—-workadays or Sundays 
Bring you blessings that shall vary 
With each wider, higher need. 


The Next Best Thing. 
VERY small boy who had captured 
a tadpole proudly carried it down 
to his father’s office. When he opened 
his hand to display it, the tadpole was 
dead. 
‘*Didn’t you know that tadpoles must 
have water to live?’’ asked the father. 
**Yes, father; but I spit on it twice 
on the way down.”’ 


IVES of great men all remind us 
Of the somewhat painful fact 
That if we, too, would be famous, 
We must cut out talk and act. 


IT’S A SAFE VOYAGE IF YOU 
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Works Both Ways. 


Tramp—*‘‘ Madam, every breath I draw 


is a sober one.”’ 
Lady —‘‘True. It’s the 


breath that gives you away.’”’ 


outgoing 


i 
Se 


THE PRINCIPAL PARTS OF SPEECH. 


Weights and Measures. 

Teacher—‘* Willie, 
dozen?’ 

Willie “/ 


T 
eleven. 


what is a baker’s 


says nowadays it’s 


The Suffragette Mother Goose. 
By E. W. TEITZEL. 
66 HERE are you going, my pretty 
W maid?”’’ 
‘I’m going a-voting, sir,’’ she said. 
‘*May I go with you, my pretty maid?”’ 
‘*Yes, if you vote my way, sir,’’ she said. 
‘*How shall I vote, my pretty maid?’’ 
‘*Billings for Senator, sir,’’ she said. 


**I voted your way, my pretty maid.”’ 

**I thank you kindly, sir,’’ she said. 

‘*But why vote for Billings, my pretty 
maid?”’ 

‘He is my husband, sir,”’ she said. 

‘Why didn’t you tell me, my pretty 
maid?’’ 

‘*All’s fair in politics, sir,’’ she said. 


Wanted One Good Anywhere. 
6¢yS THIS marriage certificate good 
outside of this town?’’ 
at ad 
‘Then I don’t want it. I’m going to 
be married in an airship, and I wanta 
sort of floating license.”’ 


A Common Fallacy. 


ITTLE BO PEEP 
Has lost her sleep. 
What ails her’s a serious question. 
She thinks it is love 
And the anguish thereof, 
Whereas it is indigestion. 








HAVE THE RIGHT SKIPPER. 





















The Way of the World. 
SN’T it awful? Ac- 
cording to the papers, 
there just seems to be 
one revolution after 
another.”’ 

‘Yes; that’s the way 
the world goes round.’’ 


She Had Nothing on Him. 
669 HAD five proposals be- 
fore I met you.”’ 

‘‘That’s nothing. I pro- 
posed to at least a dozen girls before I 
found one who was eager to have me.”’ 


Resolved. 


HE USUAL New Year’s resolutions 
I will not make, for fear 

I'd break them. So I'll form just one— 
To read JupDGE all this year. 


A New Disease. 
ay. mammy, what’s the matter 
of your son-in-law? I hear he 
is sick.’’ 
**Yes, massa; he done got ’n ulster ’n 
’is throat.’’ 
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Somehow Good. 


66 ID YOU know that there are 
germs in kisses ?”’ 
“IT knowed there was somethin’ 


in them that made ’em taste mighty 
good, but I didn’t know that it was 
germs.”’ 


A Country Idyl. 
H, the country ’s the place for me, 
Where the air is fresh and sweet, 

Where things grow in the ground, 

And are really good to eat; 
Where milk suggests a cow, 

And not a bottle tall; 
Where an egg suggests a hen, 

And not a pasteboard stall. 


How To Keep Your Furnace Going. 
“= of a job to get your hus- 
band to care for the furnace?’’ 
‘‘None whatever. We always keep 

a barrel of prime cider in the cellar.’’ 


All Is Not Lost. 
Knicker—‘‘The old year is dying. 
Bocker—‘‘ Well, the new year will col- 

lect the 


” 


insurance. ’’ 


A POSITIVE NEGATIVE. 


She—‘‘ I sneaked up on them and snapped that just as he was popping the question.” 
He—‘‘ And I suppose the girl answered in the negative."’ 














Even as You and I. 
By JOHN NORTHERN HILLIARD. 


EN GOOD resolutions standing in 


a line; 
Our hero stepped upon a tack, 
then there were nine. 


Nine good resolutions; our hero stayed 
out late— 
**A poor, sick friend,’’ was his excuse— 


then there were eight. 


Eight good resolutions’, with a little 
leaven; 
A poker party with the ‘‘boys,’’ then 


there were seven. 


Seven good resolutions, barely half alive. 
‘“‘Oh, what’s the use?’’ our hero asked; 
then there were five. 


Five good resolutions, battered, bruised, 
and sore; 

Our hero had to go to ‘‘lodge,’’ 
there were four. 


then 


Four good resolutions as nervous as could 
be; 

Our hero lighted a cigar, then there were 
three. 


Three good resolutions wearing crape 
and rue; 

Our hero shook the ‘‘bones’’ 
then there were two. 


for beers, 


When the play 


Two good resolutions! 
was done, 
A lobster supper served for two, 


there was one. 


then 


One good resolution out for air and sun; 
The Water Wagon ran away, then there 
was none. 


Predestination. 
Ted—‘‘ You know money 
best friend.’’ 
Ned—‘‘ Yes; 


is your 


and the trouble is that 


the best of friends must part.’’ 


A Day with Betty. 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 





HEY were talking 
about a pretty vaude- 
ville lady. 

‘‘Betty is a very 
nice girl,’’ said the 
older man, ‘‘and I 
like her; but she has 
a reaching way with 
her. Still, there are 
others.”” And he 
mused a moment. 

“One day,” he 
went on, ‘‘I was in this same place and 
at this same table, and Betty was with 
another girl, over yonder by the window. 
Presently a waiter came by and said a 
lady wished to see me. 

“It was Betty. I cidn’t know Betty 
then as well as I do now, and over I 
went to her, quite flattered by the com- 

,Pliment. She introduced me to the lady 

and asked me to sit down. It was al! 
very nice. I ordered a little something. 
When Betty finished hers she said she 
must be going, as she had to get ready 
for the performance, and asked the 
waiter for her check. 

“Of course I couldn’t permit her to 
pay it. I paid it. It was, with mine, 
six dollars and thirty-five cents, not in- 
cluding the tip. 

**The other girl was going in another 
direction, and I asked Betty if I couldn't 
see her home. Of course I could, and, 
as she was in a hurry, wouldn’t I please 

I did. I paid for it. 





call a taxi? 


‘‘At the flat, while Betty was out 
dressing, a messenger called with a pair 
of shoes. Betty called out that she 
couldn’t appear and would I pay the bill 
and she would pay me. I paid the bill. 
I recall that it was eight dollars. 

‘*Betty didn’t refund when she came 
out. She was in such 
a hurry to get away 
that she overlooked it. 

No wonder this strenu- 

ous life gives so many 

people nervous prostra- 

tion. I took Betty to -———-+H, 

the theater in a taxi. -~% 
Two dollars more gone. 
Total output of cash 
for Betty on an unex- 
pected meeting, eight- 
een dollars and thirty- 
five cents, not counting 
the tip. 

“‘I had twenty dol- 
lars in my pocket 
when I started, and 
I didn’t have as much 
again for a fortnight. 
Now, when I see 
Betty, I shy to the other side. Still, 
Betty’s a nice girl, and I like her.’’ 


' MAY be cheaper to buy cigars by 
the box, and still, when you come to 
think of it, you have to pay for the box. 
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First mesquite 
Young Mosquitoes’ Christian Association. W 
Second mesquite 
valid wife who takes bitters. 


“You're in pretty bad shape, Bill, considering that you’re a member of the 
fhere you been ?” 

“Had two good bites on an old Kentucky colonel, and then I tried his in- 
The effect feels like half a dozen cocktails." 





“OOH, MISTER! 
NICE LI'L’ SHEEP’S OVERCOAT!” 


Not Popular in Chicago. 


HE HOBBLE skirt is all the rage, 
Except you seldom meet 


» It in Chicago, where it makes 


Too prominent the feet. 
Joy Riding. 
First baby—‘‘Get a joy ride?”’ 
Second baby—‘‘ Yep; got in the auto 
instead of the dog.’’ 


Re ny 


THAT BOL’, BAD MAN STOLE THAT 


The Funny Man. 
By JOE CONE. 
E SENT 

A pome 
About 
A miss 
Into 
The chief, 
About 
Like this. 


The chief he went and stretched it out 
Into two lines or thereabout; 

And then he hollered in the door, 
*“*You’ll have to grind out six lines 


"7? 


more! 
And thus 
It is, 
Day af- 
Ter day, 
He has 
To grind 
To get 
His pay. 

Dough We Knead Any More? 


a geese first again,’’ observed 
the baxer. ‘‘Time to turn overa 
new loaf.’’ 























One Way To Avoid Jury Duty. 

HERE are a_ great many ways devised 

for avoiding jury duty. 

The story is told of one man who was noted 
in the county because of the badness of his son. 
Finding that there was no way of escape from 
serving, he had an obliging friend telegraph 
him at the Court house. 

The telegram read: ‘‘Your son is no better.’’ 
The judge was so amused at the ingenuity 
that he let the man off. 


Bargains. 


Sees suffragettes shall rule the town, 
Reform, I beg to state, 

Will see $2 votes marked down 
To $1.98. 


Se MAN who persists in going round 
with a chip on his shoulder is in danger 
sooner or later of losing his whole block. 





“SO HE’S A LUCKY DUCK, EH?” 
“YES, HE LIVES WITH A FAMILY OF WHICH 
EVERY MEMBER IS A VEGETARIAN.” 

















‘* NEWSPAPER ROW"’—A WELL-KNOWN PLACE IN NEW YORK. 


The Problem of the Kiss. 


By ELIZABETH PENN THORNE. 


Let X = 1 kiss, 
What say you ? 
Well, then X +1 
kisses, 2. 
Now X — 1 
= time lost. 
Or, perhaps it = 
A bit of a frost! 
X x l, 
As you know, 
= just one, 
That seems’ ather slow! 
If we — 
X by 1, 
It’s in the same class, 
But better than none! 
Can’t we do better ? 
Now let us see, . 
Yes! X ad libitum, .. 
Ecstasy ! 


SUGGESTION FOR THE COVER OF A 


LADIES’ MAGAZZL 








M A M 
Mainly About Men 
Vol. 1 MENUARY WHAT, 1911 No. 1 





READ IN THIS NUMBER 
WHAT MEN LIKE IN WOMEN 
By a Thrice-Divorced Wife. 


MEN—HOW TO PLEASE THEM 
By A. Spinster. 


DISHES MEN LIKE 
By Miss Wudwed. 


SHOULD WOMEN DO THE COURTING? 


A Symposium. 
INTERESTING DEPARTMENTS 
Beautiful Men of the Stage, etc., etc. 





Circulation more than 3 Million Copies Weekly 








Passing a Good Thing Along. 
HE MOTHER of a small boy had 
spent a long time that day explaining 
to him the meaning of the proverb, “If 
at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.’’ 
That night she was much astonished to 
hear hi™ pray: 
‘“‘Dear God, make me a good boy. And 
if you don’t succeed, try, try again.”’ 





A NEW FIELD FOR SIGNS 



























A Day with Betty. 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON. 





HEY were talking 
about a pretty vaude- 
ville lady. 

‘‘Betty is a very 
nice girl,’’ said the 
older man, ‘‘and I 
like her; but she has 
a reaching way with 
her. Still, there are 
others.”” And he 
mused a moment. 

“One day,” he 
went on, ‘‘I was in this same place and 
at this same table, and Betty was with 
another girl, over yonder by the window. 
Presently a waiter came by and said a 
lady wished to see me. 

“It was Betty. Icidn’t know Betty 
then as well as I do now, and over I 
went to her, quite flattered by the com- 

,Pliment. She introduced me to the lady 
and asked me to sit down. It was al! 
very nice. I ordered a little something. 
When Betty finished hers she said she 
must be going, as she had to get ready 
for the performance, and asked the 
waiter for her check. 

“‘Of course I couldn’t permit her to 
pay it. I paid it. It was, with mine, 
six dollars and thirty-five cents, not in- 
cluding the tip. 

‘**The other girl was going in another 
direction, and I asked Betty if I couldn't 
see her home. Of course I could, and, 
as she was in a hurry, wouldn't I please 
call ataxi? Idid. I paid for it. 





‘*At the flat, while Betty was out 
dressing, a messenger called with a pai 
of shoes. Betty called out that she 
couldn’t appear and would I pay the bill 
and she would pay me. I paid the bill. 
I recall that it was eight dollars. 

‘**Betty didn’t refund when she came 
out. She was in such 
a hurry to get away ~ 
that she overlooked it. =~ 
No wonder this strenu- 
ous life gives so many 
people nervous prostra- 
tion. I took Betty to 
the theater in a taxi. 
Two dollars more gone. 
Total output of cash 
for Betty on an unex- 
pected meeting, eight- 
een dollars and thirty- 
five cents, not counting 
the tip. 

*‘I had twenty dol- 
lars in my pocket 
when I started, and 
I didn’t have as much 
again for a fortnight. 
Now, when I see 
Betty, I shy to the other side. Still, 
Betty’s a nice girl, and I like her.”’ 


‘* MAY be cheaper to buy cigars by 
the box, and still, when you come to 
think of it, you have to pay for the box. 


“OOH, MISTER! 
NICE LI'L’ SHEEP’S OVERCOAT!” 


Not Popular in Chicago. 


HE HOBBLE skirt is all the rage, 
Except you seldom meet 


r * It in Chicago, where it makes 


Too prominent the feet. 
Joy Riding. 
First baby—‘‘Get a joy ride?’’ 
Second baby—‘‘ Yep; got in the auto 
instead of the dog.’’ 


trys? 
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THAT BOL’, BAD MAN STOLE THAT 


The Funny Man. 
By JOE CONE. 
E SENT 

A pome 
About 
A miss 
Into 
The chief, 
About 
Like this. 


The chief he went and stretched it out 
Into two lines or thereabout; 
And then he hollered in the door, 
‘*You’ll have to grind eut six lines 
more !’’ 

And thus 

It is, 

Day af- 

Ter day, 

He has 

To grind 

To get 

His pay. 
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Dough We Knead Any More? 


6¢ FANUARY first again,’’ observed 
the baxer. ‘‘Time to turn overa 
new loaf.’’ 


First mosquite—*"You're in pretty bad shape, Bill, considering that you're a member of the 
Young Mosquitoes’ Christian Association. Where you been ?”’ 
“Had two good bites on an old Kentucky colonel, and then I tried his in- 
The effect feels like half a dozen cocktails." 


Second mesquite 
valid wife who takes bitters 
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‘*‘NEWSPAPER ROW’’—A WELL-KNOWN PLACE IN NEW YORK. 









One Way To Avoid Jury Duty. The Problem of the Kiss. Passing a Good Thing Along. 










HERE are a_ great many ways devised By ELIZABETH PENN THORNE. HE MOTHER of a small boy had 
for avoiding jury duty. Let X = 1 kiss, spent a long time that day explaining 
The story is told of one man who was noted won pd + 1 to him the meaning of ‘the proverb, ‘‘If 
in the county because of the badness of his son. ca a at first you don’t succeed, try, try again.”’ 
Finding that there was no way of escape from Now X ed 1 That night she was much astonished to 
serving, he had an obliging friend telegraph - time lost. hear him pray: 
him at the Court house. Or, perhaps it = ‘“‘Dear God, make me a good boy. And 
The telegram read: ‘‘Your son is no better.’’ A bit of a frost! if you don’t succeed, try, try again.’’ 
, Fe? 





The judge was so amused at the ingenuity 
that he let the man off. 





As you know, 
= just one, 
That seems rather slow! 








a Bargains. 
i suffragettes shall rule the town, If we -- 
Reform, I beg to state, X by 1, 





It’s in the same class, 





Will see $2 votes marked down 







To $1.98. But better than none! 
— Can’t we do better ? 
Shoe MAN who persists in going round Now let us see, . . 
Yes! X ad libitum, . . 





with a chip on his shoulder is in danger 
sooner or later of losing his whole block. 





Ecstasy ! 
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WHAT MEN LIKE IN WOMEN 
By a Thrice-Divorced Wife. 


MEN—HOW TO PLEASE THEM 
By A. Spinster. 


DISHES MEN LIKE 

By Miss Wudwed. P4 

SHOULD WOMEN DO THE COURTING? 
A Symposium. 

:, INTERESTING DEPARTMENTS 
“SO HE’S A LUCKY DUCK, EH?” Beautiful Men of the Stage, etc., etc. 
“YES, HE LIVES WITH A FAMILY OF WHICH Circulation more than 3 Million Copies Weekly 

EVERY MEMBER IS A VEGETARIAN.” A NEW FIELD FOR SIGNS. 











































































Three Women—(A Fable). 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 

RB NCE turcn a time a She wore a garb 
canvasser went ofsevere cutand 
forth to canvass. was very tightly 
His work was in  drawnas to lips, 
the interest of that hair, and cloth- 
new fad of women ing. Her glance 
which they call the was intellectual 
suffrage. He met and it rested ea- 
first a charming young girl, of the roly- gerly upon the 
poly, giggly, dimpled type. Her cheeks  canvasser. 

were pink, and her eyes were blue, and **Do you know 
her hair was yellow, and her teeth were enough to be a 
white; and all these colors glowed and _ suffragist?’’ he 








twinkled as she looked at the canvasser. inquired, for 
**Do you want the suffrage?’’ he asked he was ever 


**What a ridiculous question !’’ made a study of it. I have read the 

**But why not?’’ continued the can- 
vasser, pursuant of his business. 

‘*Why, because I don’t know enough 
to be a suffragist. I’m ’most ashamed 
to say it, but I really know very little. 
I never read wise books or go to lectures 
or anything like that. I just smile at 
my friends and eat strawberries. Oh, 
no, I don’t know enough to be a suffra- 
gist!’’ 

Casting a laughing glance over her 
shoulder at the canvasser, she ran away, 
the little golden curls at her temples 
bouncing around in the breeze. 


‘*Humph!”’ said the canvasser. 





He next met a young woman of the 


“SAY, IF I'M GOING TO HOLD THIS JOB 
sharp-featured, dictatorial, jerky type. AS COLLECTOR I'LL HAVE TO GET A DRAY.” 












































WIDE AWAKE IN THE COUNTRY. 
Country squire—‘* You done the two mile between here an’ East Punkinz at the rate of forty mile an 
hour. Guilty. Fined fifty dollars. Pay the clerk on your right, please. Next!’’ 
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THE BENEFIT OF HAVING A TRADE. 
Burglar Dick—-‘‘ It's no use, Bill; the miser's door 1s made of solid oak." 


abruptly, for he was ever short anddi- _ straig ht forward Burglar Bill—*‘* Let me at it, Dick. You forget that I’m a woodpecker.” 
rect of speech, as became his calling. of speech. 
*‘Mercy me, no!”’ giggled the girl. “*Indeed, I do!’’ she replied. ‘‘I have lives of all the dead suffragists and the 


speeches of all the living ones. I have 
read accounts of the convention in the 
daily papers, and the comments on it in 
the woman’s magazines. I know all 
there is to know on the subject, and 
therefore I know quite enough to be a 
suffragist. And I quite agree’’ 

‘‘Humph!”’ said the canvasser; and 
he walked away, leaving her still talk- 
ing. 

He then met a serene-browed, calm- 
eyed woman, of the best American type. 
She was well dressed and looked respon- 
sive and capable, and she had a twinkle 
in the corner of her eye that seemed to 
belong there. 

‘“‘Do you want to be a suffragist?’’ 
said the canvasser, with a polite bow, 
for he was ever respectful to ladies. 

‘‘No, indeed!’’ was the reply, given in 
a sure, but slightly amused tone. 

‘But why not, madam ?”’ said the can- 
vasser, who asked because he wanted to 





know. 
The lady’s eyes smiled again. 
‘‘I know too much to want to be a 


” 


suffragist,’’ she said. 


‘‘Humph!”’ said the canvasser. 


In Toyland. 
Toydog—‘‘ Let’s go over and play with 
the Teddy bears.”’ 
Toyhorse—‘‘Neigh, neigh! They’re 
dead ones.”’ 


Good Advice. 
By WILLIAM J. BURTSCHER. 
ON’T have your fun 

At another’s expense, 

But have your fun 

At your own. 

Take JuDGE, my dear, 

By the month or the year— 

For laughter should 

Begin at home. 





























A State-ly Romance. 
By VANCE C. 


SR St WAS a very pret- 
oe ty—Miss. 


Her name was—Del. 

His name was—Cal. 

She told him to ask 
her-- Pa. 

Father pronounced 
him—Ok. 

His wealth was in—-Ore. 

They were married in an—Ark. 

The number of wedding guests was 
Tenn. 

At sight of the dinner they said——O. 

All of them passed their plates for 
Mo. 

Then all went to church to attend 
Mass. 

By and by he became—IIl. 

She sent for an—Md. 

The doctor’s name was—Mont. 

Asked if the man could recover, he 
said, ‘‘He—Kan.’’ 

Finally, in order to get food, she had 
to— Wash. 

If you don’t believe this, ask—Me. 

It is true, I assure—U. 


CRISS. 


nae 


Beyond Permissibility of Doubt. 


Madge 
is blind?’’ 

Marjorie—‘‘He seems to get along so 
well in the dark.’’ 


a 
Minny ! “ory Hy 


ha 


“*How do you know that Love 
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Here and There. 
66 JE SIMPLY 
had to give 
in,’’ explains the 
British statesman 
to his American 
friend. ‘‘The mob. 
of women would 
have wrecked the 
Parliament _ build- 
ings otherwise. We 
had to promise to 
consider a suffrage 
bill.’”’ 
‘Why didn’t you 
disperse the mob?’’ 
asks the American 

















CAN’T KEEP UP THE PACE. 


statesman. 

‘*Disperse a mob 
of women? My 
word! How?’’ 

‘*Back home we simply turn the news- 
paper photographers loose at them, and 
they stop rioting and go home for their 
dressy things.’’ 


“Ol Nutmeg’s”’ Sayings. 
OTWITHSTANDIN’ the fact thet 
there is a time fur ev’rything, 
they’s a lot uv people in the world who 
never hev time fur anything. 





i never puff a gift cigar in any- 
body else’s face. 














““WHY SMITH LEFT HOME.”’ 
‘* Have you no home, my poor man ?”’ 


** Yes: but I got a wife in it.’’ 





Carriage dog—‘‘ I love my master and patience is my strongest virtue ; 
but by the great jumping jingo! if he doesn’t change the motive power 
of his new carriage, I'll throw up my job.”’ 


Votes for Babies. 
By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER. 
aged THAT it is pretty well assured 
that women will vote, it is time to 
arouse public sentiment in favor of 
Votes for Babies. The awful state of 
our city and State governments shouts 
aloud for the infant suffrage. It is vain 
to look for purity in government until 
the ballot is in the hands of the reaily 
innocent. Let the babies vote! 
Taxation without representation is a 
horrid thing, and the baby demands jus- 
tice. How many infant property owners 
are paying taxes to-day and are yet re- 
fused the ballot! It is an outrage! 
Who but babies are fit to plan sumptuary 
legislation affecting the milk habit and 
matters relating to the tax on paregoric? 
Crushed by the cruel supremacy of male 
and female adult suffrage, the infant is 
forced to imbibe eighty-two varieties of 
artificial baby food, and it has no relief 
through the ballot. The baby and the 
gentle, spotted moo cow for ages walked 
hand in hand as consumer and producer, 
and if infant suffrage was granted there 
would be proper laws passed doing away 
with artificial foods and reinstating 
the cow in her position of supremacy. 
Once and for all wedemand VOTES 
FOR BABIES! Let the babies vote! 
For that matter, let the cows vote. 


Bridge Days. 


OCK-A-BY, baby, in the tree top! 
Mother is playing bridge; she 
cannot stop. 
Wait till she wins, dear; 
you call, 
Perhaps she will take you down, cra- 
dle and all! 


then, if 


























LYTHE, SAMUEL G.—The champion 
heavyweight, knock-out litterateur 
of the United States League is 
Samuel G. Blythe, of Washington, 
D. C. He can lam out more three- 
bagger checks than anybody this 
side of African game trails. He 
and Archie Butt are the indexes 
from Washington’s Blue Book and 
Who’s Who. Blythe knows more 
who’s whoers than anybody be- 
tween Biltmore and the Red River 
of the North. Washington news- 

papermen say that Blythe has the best-trained typewriter in 

captivity; they swear that it is a ball-bearing, self-feeding, 
heat and cold adjusted mill that grinds steadily on without 
human intervention. The operator touches a spring, goes off 
to a club meeting, delivers a speech, tells three hundred 
funny stories, and the manuscript is typed, sealed, and ready 
to be mailed to the Saturday Evening Post. That is the only 
way it can be explained, for no one in Washington has ever 
caught him at work. In the last seven years Blythe has 
missed only one social or club meeting in the environs of 

Pennsylvania Avenue, and that was last summer when he 

was bagging big game with Collector William Loeb in Mon- 

tana, and then he sent a night-rate telegram of condolence. 

He can sit around a campfire in Montana, with a pad of paper 

on his knee, and bag enough big game—stories—to keep the 

phalanx of Washington pamphleteers and politicians gasping 
till heavy-underwear weather comes. As a big chief of the 

Gridiron Club, at the annual banquet he supplies the thigh- 

slapping for Washington’s great Brotherhood of Top Hats. 

He wears Washington’s clever conversationalist’s belt—and 

has plenty of room for it. But when he gets up it looks as 

though company had come. Born in Geneseo, N. Y., he got 
to Buffalo just as quick as he could, and on the Express. 

Pretty soon he packed up his belongings, doubling up his ties 

and putting them in his dress hat box, and set sail for Capitol 

Hill. Now he is the Saturday Evening Post’s Washington 

war correspondent, and keeps the secretary of that concern 

busy writing him checks. The secretary can only take a 

vacation when Blythe is hunting with Loeb or fishing with 

Bob Davis, playwright and champion Gatling gun rejecter of 

Munsey’s manuscripts. Blythe does that weekly ‘‘Who’s 

Why—and Why’”’ page, where you have to read the first col- 

umn to find out whom he is talking about. Nothing ever 

happens in thirteen-inch gun distance of the Willard with- 
out Samuel G. knowing it. He hears every pin drop on Capi- 
tol Hill, and the way he can burn up words telling all the 
details of how that pin happened to fall and what it sounded 








like makes Sir Walter Scott a telegram writer, and brings 
him in a check for a new suit of clothes and the first install- 
ment on a six-cylinder. Every time one of his manuscripts 
comes into a magazine office an editorial groan goes up like 
the starting of a Cottrell press. His typewriting makes 
Horace Greeley’s hand look like an inscription chiseled over 
the door of a Carnegie Free Public Library. If he should 
write on his machine our old copybook favorite, ‘‘ Honesty 
Is the Best Policy,’ you would read it the first time as, 
‘‘Grafters Don’t Need Insurance.’’ But it gets him such big 
money that most writers would draw a month’s salary and 
retire. 


OEB, WILLIAM, JR.—Loeb got on 
the political job early by see- 
ing to it that he was born in 
Albany. He has never been 
out of sight of the White House 
or a State house in his life. 
Growing tired of figuring out 
just how Cesar did build that 
bridge, he threw his Collar and 
Daniel down the elevator shaft 
and took up the study of his 
favorite author—Gregg. Ina 
few years he was the official 
stenographer and reporter for 
the Legislature, and for speed 
and endurance set a high-water mark that still stands out as 
plain as the one in the union station at Kansas City. For 
three years he sat up with Blackstone, but, deciding that it 
was more of a millstone, he went into the port of New York 
as secretary to the collector for a brief period. For eight 
years he watched French actresses and Russian dancers come 
in, and then Roosevelt took him down to Washington for 
spring training. Roosevelt liked his curves and the way he 
handled his L. A. Waterman, and signed him up in the Gov- 
ernment League for ten years. With his marvelous system 
of keeping people from seeing the President, Roosevelt was 
able to become a famots tennis player and well known in 
athletic circles. When Roosevelt arose and begged Taft to 
be seated in the White House chair, he turned over his man 
Friday and asked Taft to see that he have nice, hard work. 
Taft sent him to New York and told him to keep awake at 
the switch. And Loeb has to such an extent that he knows 
every black-headed pin that comes through his port. If you 
swear it’s steel-headed, you’ll have to sit on your trunk four 
hours till the inspector comes around and catches you. Two 
dollars out of every five that clink into the treasury are 
thrown in by this man with a thousand eyes; since he sat 
down in his chair on the second floor of the custom house and 
pulled on his sleeve protectors, he has increased Uncle Sam’s 
gettings twelve million dollars. The day he came on the job 
he fired two hundred and twenty-five men and two thousand 
more had nightmares that p.m. He shook up the department 
so that its teeth are still rattling. He has taken the fun out 
of our great national game called ‘‘Beating the Man at the 


Gate’’ or ‘‘What Did You Have in ‘Your Inside Pocket?’’ 
‘ . Homer Crey. 





The Shrewd Feminine Shopper. 
oe ye guarantee this thermometer?”’ asks the young wife 
** Yes,”’ said the salesman. ‘‘ It will last for ever. 
**And how long will it run without winding ?”’ 





~ 
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“ Shampoo, Sir?” 


By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER. 


HE BARBER had tucked the 

bib neatly around the gentle- 

man’s neck and had cut his 

hair. Only occasionally did 

the shears pull a hair out by 
the roots, and the customer dozed through 
the hair-cutting operation. He was 
sleeping sweetly when the barber snip- 
ped off the last remaining long hair. 
For a moment the barber hesitated, but 
duty urged him on. 

‘‘Shampoo, sir?’’ he said. 

The gentleman opened his eyes, stared 
into the mirror, looked at his reflec- 
tion there, and sighed. ‘‘Beg pardon?’’ 
he said. 

*‘{ said, ‘Shampoo, sir?’’’ repeated 
the barber. 

“Oh, did you, did you?’’ said the 
gentleman pleasantly. ‘‘I’m surelI beg 
your pardon. I must have been asleep.”’ 





PERILS OF FLYING IN BUGVILLE. 


Aeronaut Bug—‘‘ No wonder the Wrights 
are so successful, they don’t have to look out for 
spider webs.”’ 


“*“Yes, sir. 
barber. 
‘‘What’s that?’’ inquired the cus- 
tomer. I didn’t just catch’’—— 
‘Shampoo, sir?’’ repeated the bar- 
ber. ‘‘Will you have a shampoo, sir?’’ 
‘Oh, no, no, thank you! Much 
obliged; but I never eat between meals. 
I used to, but my stomach can’t stand 
it. My wife advised me not to do it.’’ 


Shampoo, sir?’’ said the 


‘*I guess you didn’t understand me,”’’ 
said the barber, with a pleasant smile. 
**I said,‘ Will you have a shampoo, sir?’ ’’ 

‘*Well, well! I thought you said, 
‘Will you have a ham sandwich?’ I 
must have been thinking of something 
else. That was odd, wasn’t it?’’ 

‘‘Very odd, sir,’’ said the barber, with 
a forced laugh. ‘‘Do you care for a 
shampoo?’’ 

‘‘What’s that?’’ asked the gentleman. 


‘‘What’s what, sir?’’ asked the bar- 
ber, looking around. 

‘‘What you said. 
something. ’’ 

‘‘A shampoo. I said, ‘Will you have 
a shampoo, sir?’ ”’ 

‘‘Thank you, thank you!’’ said the 
gentleman warmly. ‘‘No, I don’t 
drink—strictly temperate.’’ 

**It isn’t a drink,’’ said the barber. 

**No?’’ said the gentleman, with 
surprise. ‘‘ Soundslike adrink. Real- 
ly, I’m quite interested. You interest 
me. Indeed, you do! Now, what is 
that drink—the one I had in mind. I’m 
sure I’m right about that. Itis a sham- 
poo. Eggs and whiskey and nutmeg— 
No, no! You’re right! That’s an egg- 
nog. I beg your pardon.’’ 

‘‘Thank you, sir,’’ said the barber. 
**May I give you a shampoo, sir?’’ 

‘‘Why, now, that’s awfully kind of 
you!’’ said the gentleman. ‘‘ You usual- 
ly have to pay for things you get in a 
barber shop. It is very liberal of you 
to give it free. But I won’t have any. 
I don’t like scent on my mustaches. ’’ 

“You didn’t understand me, sir,”’ 
said the barber patiently. ‘‘I didn’t say 
scent. I said, ‘Would you like to have 
a shampoo, sir?’ ”’ 

‘‘My mistake, my mistake!’’ said 
the gentleman. ‘‘Don’t worry at all. 
You meant no harm, I know. These 
little misunderstandings will occur 


Sham — sham— 








HE APPEARED COMPOSED. 





from time to time. Even my wife’’ 

**Yes, sir,’’ said the barber hastily. 
‘‘Shampoo, sir?’’ 

‘‘Well, to tell you the truth,”’ said 
the gentleman, ‘‘I don’t like to adven- 
ture with these new fangled things. All 
these patent medicines’’ 

‘‘A shampoo is not a medicine, sir,’’ 
said the barber. 

*‘No? Now, that is strange! 
certainly is strange!’’ 

The gentleman began to laugh, and 
the barber looked at him with surprise. 
‘‘Well, I am an idiot!’’ said the gen- 
tleman. ‘‘It is a magazine! I should 
have known that. Why, yes, I’ll look 
at the Shampoo.”’ 





That 





USE FOR COLD STORAGE. 


‘* What are you going to do with these cold storage eggs ?’’ 
‘* My wife has joined the suffragettes and refuses to lay any more, so 
I’ll take these home and hatch ’em out myself.’’ 


« 











“ YES, $0 A FOOT, BUT WHICH WAY?” 


‘‘I beg your pardon, sir,’’ said the 
barber, ‘‘but a shampoo isn’t a maga- 
zine; it is’’ 

‘“‘Out with it!’’ said the gentleman 
genially, as the barber hesitated. ‘‘Go 
right ahead and tell me. Don’t hesi- 
tate. I’m full grown.’’ 

‘‘A shampoo is’’—began the barber— 
‘*a shampoo is’’ 

‘“‘That’s right!’’ said 
**Go right ahead !’’ 
said the barber, ‘‘a 
I take 





the gentle- 
man. 

‘Well, sir,’’ 
shampoo is—it is like this, sir. 
some paste’’—— 

‘‘Library paste?’’ asked the gentle- 
man. 

‘‘Shampoo paste, sir,’’ said the bar- 
ber. ‘‘I take the paste and I rub it 
in your hair’’—— 

‘Think of that, now!’’ exclaimed 
the gentleman. ‘‘Think—of—that! You 
rub it in my hair! Paste! And you 
rub it in my hair! I suppose it is good 
exercise—rubbing paste in my hair. 
That’s quite anidea! Paste in the hair!’’ 

**It is soap, sir,’ said the barber. 

**Soap!’’ said the gentleman. ‘‘Soap! 
And a minute ago it was paste! I sup- 
pose in another breath it will be cheese! 
No, indeed, I would not allow any man 
to rub cheese in my hair! The idea of 
cheese in the hair!”’ 

**I didn’t say it was cheese, sir,”’ 
said the patient barber. ‘‘I wouldn’t rub 
cheese in your hair.”’ 

‘*I should hope not, I should hope 
not!’’ exclaimed the gentleman. ‘‘Why, 


cheese is to eat! It is a food. You 








You 
With- 


don’t rub food in the hair. 
eat food. It sustains life. 
out food we would all’’——- 
‘“‘Yes, sir,’’ said the barber. 
** And then I take some water’’—— 
‘‘Quite right!’’ said the gen- 
tleman. ‘‘But not with the food 
not with the food, mind you! 
Oh, no! After the food! Never 
take the water with the food’’——— 
‘*Excuse me, sir,’’ said the bar- 
*‘I pour the water on the 
soap.”’ 
‘*What!’’ exclaimed the gentle- 
‘““You eat the soap? Im- 
I can’t believe it! 


ber. 


man, 





possible! 
Really, Ican’t! I’’—— 

‘‘No, sir,’’ said the barber. ‘‘I 
make a lather of the soap and 
water’’——- 

‘‘I understand, I understand!’’ 
exclaimed the gentlemar. ‘‘You 
wash the cheese in the lather. 
‘ What kind of cheese do you rub 

in the hair?’’ 
‘I don’t rub any cheese in any hair,”’ 
barber shortly. ‘‘I told you 
that once. I rub the paste in the hair.’’ 

**Well, then,’’ said the gentleman, 
‘*what do you do with the cheese?’’ 

‘Shampoo, sir?’’ said the barber 
calmly. 

**No, I don’t want any cheese rubbed.’’ 


said the 


‘Shampoo, sir?’’ said the barber 
calmly. 

* “TI don’t want any soap’’—— 
“Shampoo, sir?’’ said the barber 
calmly. 

**No paste’’—— 

‘Shampoo, sir?’’ said the barber 
calmly. 

**No!”’ cried 





“One Way of Putting It.” 
Mother—‘‘Willie, quit pulling kitty’s 
tail right this minute! It’s a sin to 
be so cruel !’’ 
Willie—‘‘Ain’t pullin’ the cat’s tail. 
I’m just holdin’ and the cat’s doin’ the 


» 9° 


pullin’. 


Don’t Cry, Telephone Girl, 
Don’t Cry. 
By GRACE McKINSTRY. 


A short time ago there was considerable agitation about 

new requirements for telephone girls. The girls had 

to be tall, and, for some reason, red hair was discrimi- 
nated against. 


ON’T cry, little girl, don’t cry! 
They have measured your height, 
I know, 
And they claim you must have a calm, 
clear eye, 
And be tall, to say ‘‘ Hello!”’ 
You must take out the glint of fire 
From your hair as well as your eye, 
If red hair makes your chances slim 
’Twere better for you to dye. 
Don’t cry, little girl, don’t ery 
When you darken your Titian hair, 
You may grow an inch, and then you ’ll 
find 
A telephone place to spare. 


It’s Coming to This. 
wk apartment houses along River- 
side Drive, New York, advertis- 
ing ‘‘ten rooms and three baths’’ and 
‘eleven rooms and four baths,’’ before 
long one may expect to be offered five 
baths and a room, or, in the Rooms for 
Rent column, ‘‘Nice suite of three soapy 
baths in cleanly neighborhood, with 
privilege of using fire escape for sleep- 
ing purposes. ”’ 
A Resolution. 
HEREBY make this resolution— 
One that I’m not so apt to break— 
That no more New Year’s resolutions 
Will I hereafter ever make. 





the gentleman. 
*‘No! I don’t 
want a shampoo! 
Can you under- 
stand that? No 
shampoo !”’ 
“ia, sit, 
said the barber 
pleasantly. ‘“‘A 
little tonic on the 
hair, sir?’’ 
‘*‘No—no_ton- 
ic!’’ said the gen- 
tleman gruffly. 
‘““Shampoo, 
sir?’’ said the 
barber. 
“Suffering 


cats!’’ cried the 








gentleman. 
** Yes !”’ 








“CURSES! SOME ONE HAS BEEN STREWING TACKS ON THAT LAST 


CLOUD I WENT THROUGH,” 




















Unchanging. 
By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 
N DAYS of old 
The knights were bold 
And fought for the dainty glove 
Of one whose eye 
Was fixed hard by 
And filied with the light of love. 


Fair Helen’s gown, 
As soft as down, 
Set Troy and Greece at war. 
The belt that girt 
Her flowing skirt 
Great heroes battled for. 


In later days 
The poet’s lays 
Were wrought to ‘‘My Ladye’s 
Shoon,”’ 
And bards would fight 
For the same by night, 
In the glow of the pallid moon. 


Then troubadours 
By scores and scores, 
With hearts aflame with fire, 
To laces sang 
Till the heavens rang 
With the notes of the lover’s lyre. 


Another age, 
And Cupid’s page 

Was thrilled by a maiden’s ruff; 
And steel-tipped lance 
Made lovers dance, 


Till one cried, ‘‘Hold! Enough!’’ 


And then there came 
A day of fame 

When maids wore crinoline. 
‘*My Lady’s Hoops’’ 
Made lovers dupes 

In the days of fifty-nine. 


And now I find 
My heart and mind, 
My very soul’s desire, 
Is Phyllis pert, 
Whose hobble skirt 
Has filled my heart with fire! 





And yet this range 
Of fashion’s change 
Is but a change of sleeve! 
The story told 
Is still the old 
Tale Adam told to Eve! 


Fine Hunting. 
6¢—QLIGGS said he 
had a most suc- 

cessful hunt.’’ 

“Did he .get any 
game?’’ 

“Oh, no; but he says 
he shot at nobody, and 
nobody shot at him.’’ 


The Best. 


F ALL glad words 
I love to hear, 
The gladdest are, 
‘*Happy New Year!’’ 


Rings and Age. 
HILE Johnnie 
was on his way 
home from school he 
was met by his sister 
and her gentleman 


; aman? at <= A | 


{lj 


AY ps2 
P Maes. 


~ 





WELL-FILLED STOCKING. 


caller, who were stroll- Manager—** And how much do you weigh ?”’ 
ine down the st Chorus girl—*‘ Ninety pounds in my stockings. 
ing down the street. Manager—‘‘ And how much does the rest of you weigh ?’’ 


““Well, Johnnie, 
what did you have in school to-day?’’ 
asked the escort familiarly. 

‘‘The teacher asked me how I’d tell 
the age of a tree, and I didn’t know.’’ 

‘‘Why, Johnnie, you tell the age of a 
tree by the number of rings on it.’’ 

‘‘That’s what teacher then told me, 
and I said that if that was also the way 
you told a person’s age, sister ought to 
wear forty rings!’’ 


A Thin Argument. 
6¢ A LL OUR milk comes from our 
own farm, ’way out in the coun- 
try,’’ said the restaurant proprietor 
proudly. 
‘*You were very fortunate that your 
farm escaped the drought,’’ replied the 
customer, eset a wry face. 


HAPPY medium is one who is do- 
ing a land-office business. 





A SOCIETY 


Calf—‘ Ba-ah-ah ! 








I do wish mother wouldn’t be so gay. 
agree with me.’’ 


MOTHER. 


She knows buttermilk doesn’t 


Where Are the Shawls of 
Yesterday? 
By McLANDBURGH WILSON. 


| ayy is the shawl of grandpa, 
As the dodo and the rest; 

Never more are manly bosoms 
By its ample folds caressed, 

Never more are stately figures 
In its flowing outlines dressed. 


Vanished is the shaw! of grandma 
As the hoop of spreading mien, 
Paisley shawls and weaves from Cachmire 
Once the presents of a queen, 
Never now would hipless figures 
In such drapery be seen. 


Bridget, Gretchen, Yetta, Catrine, 
Ellis Island maidens all, 

Wrap the folds around you closely, 
Nor too soon cast off the thrall; 

You wear all there is remaining 
Of the glory of the shawl. 


A Busy Woman. 
66 peers you ever wondered about 
your husband’s past?’’ 
‘‘Dear me, no!_ I have all I can do in 
taking care of his present and worrying 
about his future.”’ 


Ruling the Stars. 
Friend—‘‘ But don’t your women stars 
fight over their relative positions on the 
sign in front of the theater?’’ 
Vaudeville manager—‘‘Not a _ word. 
I tell them that, in the event of a dis- 
pute, the older shall have the bigger 
electric-light display.”’ 


T SHOULD take more than a mere 
title to entitle a mere foreigner to 
an American heiress. 














** BOSS.”’ 





1. Burglar 
yer life !’’ 

Pee Wee—** My wife got the cash. She 
will be here in a minute.’’ 


“Hey, pard, yer money or 
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‘* What's this? An- 
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2. Mrs. Pee Wee 
other book-agent ?’’ 












Helping Sister Out. 


T WAS bedtime. The small sister, 


whose memory was poor, was strug- 


gling through her prayers. 

She prayed: 

**Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep. 
If I should die before I wake’’ 
At this point she stopped. 

**What comes next, brother?’’ she de- 
manded. 

‘*A funeral, you fool!’’ was the dis- 
gusted answer. 


Oreste Knew. 
“WE HAVE fireless cookers, wire- 
less telegraphy, horseless car- 
riages, smokeless powder”’ The 
teacher paused an instant. 
you name some of the other things?’’ 
The iittle son of the Chicago woman 


**Now, can 


who had married a count raised his 
hand. 
**I know!”’ he shouted. 


**Well, Oreste, you may tell us.’’ 
marriages!’’ cried the 


youngster proudly. 


**Loveless 


DON QUIXOTE UP-TO-DATE. 

































INSTEAD OF THREE BALLS. 


Johnnie Fly—‘' What are you doing with that 
clover leaf ?’’ 

Willie Bug—‘‘1’m goin’ ter start a pawn- 
broker’s shop, and this makes a fine sign.’’ 


Money makes the beggar go. 
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{cur 17 our’ it) 
LOOKS LmME A 

(\Ommt Musfum') 















2 Stand aside, varlets, that I may 

enter this stronghold, and, single handed 

and alone, give battle to the mighty lords 
within ! 


1. ‘‘At last, friend Sancho, we have reached 
the portals of the palace of the great King of 

Jersey, guarded by Sir Steeltrust and the Iron 
Knight, whom I shall put on the blink! 


3. —— They were tough customers, Sancho, 
but they have succumbed to my superior valor! 
Follow me into the castle and thou shalt witness 
deeds that shall reek to the high heavens ! 


















( COME wits 


7 TO DURANCE 

















At last, Squire Sancho, we have come 
into something soft! I have vanquished the 
lords of this castle in fair combat and now the 
whole joint is our lawful spoil ! — 


4. Slash! Swish! Kerplunk! Zip! 
Socko! Die, caitiffs! Not a mother’s son 
of you shall live to tell the tale of this terrible 
slaughter ! —— 
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ADELE ROWLAND 


WITH SAM BERNARD IN “ HE CAME FROM 
MILWAUKEE,” AT THE CASINO THEATER. 


HEN we are lured by your winsome art 
To pay the cash or get the pass that’s free 
And watch you play upon the stage your part, 
We all do wish to be from Milwaukee. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


Physically Impossible. 
Manager—‘‘My dear sir, the name of 
your farce is against it.”’ 
Author—‘‘ How so?’’ 
Manager—‘‘Now, how could we -pos- 
sibly put ‘The Hobble Skirt’ on fora 
run?’’—-Baltimore American. 


Couldn’t Stand It. 


He—‘‘Shall we sit out this dance?’’ 

She-—‘‘Oh, no; I can’t stand sitting 
down during a dance !’’— Yonkers States- 
man. 


Where the Damage Was Done. 


‘*T hear you were run into by an auto- 
mobile yesterday, Sam?’’ 

‘*Dat’s right, sah. It struck me in de 
head, sah.”’ 

‘Not much of an accident, I suppose?’’ 

‘‘Wot’s dat, sah?’’ 

“I say it wasn’t much of an accident; 
you don’t seem to be much damaged.”’ 

‘*But you ought t’ see de autermobile, 
sah !’’— Yonkers Statesman. 








‘* EASED CUSTOMER 1S 
THe GEST ADVERTISCMENT 
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A Yearning. 


I sit in my office surrounded by 
wealth, 
Fawned upon daily by dozens of men, 
Spending my millions and losing my 
health, 
I wisn I were back on the homestead 
again! 
Back in the open, chauffeur to a plow, 
Guiding it swift through the furrows 
so straight— 
Pipping the chickens and milking the 
cow 
And driving the 
stable-yard gate! 


hogs through the 


Those were the days! Happy days of 
my youth! 
Up in the morning at four and away 
Over the meadows with nature and truth, 
Walking the woodland paths day after 
day! 
Nothing to do but just cut, saw, and hoe, 
Milk, feed the hogs, bring in wood, 
plow, and prune— 
Spread fertilizer and go out-and sow, 
Weed out the garden, eat dinner at 
noon! 


Ah, noble callous that grew in my palm! 
Badge warts of labor, how proudly I 
toiled! 
Many’s the time I rubbed sassafras balm 
On the beautiful blisters our summer 
sun broiled! 
Noblest profession! Ye tillers of soil, 
Envy compels me to soulfully speak: 
Oh, for those days of luxurious toil, 
When I held all the jobs for a dollar a 
week ! 
—H. E. Warner, in Baltimore Sun. 








Welcome the Coming 
Speed the Parting 


New Year 
in good old 


vans 
Ale 


The Beverage with which to insure 


All Dealers and Places. 


365 HAPPY DAYS 
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Seasons. 


LITTLE winter 
Now and then 
Is relished by 
The coal-yard men. 
—St. Louis Times. 
A little summer, 
Too, is nice; 
Then the coal man 
Can peddle ice. 
— Youngstown Telegram, 


Mexico. 


Oh, Mexico! 
Oh, Mexico! 
How dare you 
Run to riot so? 
—Buffalo Times. 
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TEACHING HIS YOUNG HOPEFUL. 
Ma—-‘‘ Clifford, will you have another piece of your birthday cake ?’’ 


Clifford—“* No!" 


Pa (Impatiently)—‘‘ No what?’’ 


Clifford—‘ No cake.” 


Dumb Charades. 
Something to rhyme with “Cool.” 


He—‘‘V’ll tell you what—I’ll put a 
lamp-shade on my head, and then go in 
and grin at ’em. Don’t you see? Fool! 
Rippin’ idea—what?’’ 

She—‘* But why should you put a lamp- 
shade on your head?’’—London Opinion. 


Helped Some. 


Rural guest (in city, settling hotel 
bill)—‘‘I think you ought to make some 
reduction on that there bill, mister.’’ 

Hotel clerk-—‘‘Why?’’ 

Rural guest—‘‘ We didn’t use the bath- 
tub or the telephone, an’ Samanthy made 
up the bed this mornin’, besides.’’— 
Detroit Free Press. 


in answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


appetizing and healthful. 
in stamps. 


There, Now! 


‘‘High cost of living!’’ Get out in 


the country, you darn lazy town rascals, 
and go to work and make you a living, 
and quit loafing around town and asking 
Congress to make laws to force the hon- 
est farmers to feed you at half price! 
Get out !—Samson Ledger. 


Ought To Be Interesting. 
Dr. Wiley’s next speech will be on 


‘*How To Tuck Babies in Their Peram- 
bulators.’’— Washington Post. 


Sliced Oranges with adash of Abbott's. Bitters are 
Sample by mail, 25 cts, 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 


































After the 
most care- 
ful distilling, 
there it lies 
for years in a 
,; government 

bonded warehouse, 
growing mellow and 
sweet—for you. 


OLD OVERHOLT 
RYE is an “old fash- 
ioned,” honest whis- 
key. Now made just 
as it was ‘way back 


in 1810. 


Disulled aad Kottled in Bond by 


A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Just Observe for Yourself — 
Pronounced Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
ing than mere wordscan 
describe, areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare 
those who really appreciate 





character and quality in 
table beer. 


— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON “‘BLATZ"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 
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A Sure Prevention. 


‘*A man tried to pick my pocket yester- 
day on the street, but my wife prevented 
him.”’ 

“Did she grapple with him or just 
scream ?’’ 

‘‘Neither. She wasn’t there. 

‘‘Then how could she prevent him?’’ 

**She had been through my pocket first.”’ 
—Baltimore American. 


The Young Man’s Fancy. 


‘**In the spring the young man’s fancy 
Lightly turns to thoughts of love,’’ 
But in fall his cleated footgear 
Bangs a football high above. 
—JUDGE. 
In the summertime he’s dressing 
In his finest on the beach; 
In the wintertime he’s guessing 
How to make his salary reach. 
Youngstown Telegram. 


Astonishing Tendency. 


Bobbs—-‘‘ Does Scribbler ever display any 
of the eccentricities of genius?’’ 

Slobbs—‘‘ Yes; he occasionally pays back 
some of the money he borrows.’’—Philadel- 
phia Record. 


The only way a man can cut another out 
with a girl is for her to do it. 











The Policemen’s Minstrels. 


Bones—‘‘Joe Moany am happy ‘cause he 
am the popper ob a new boy.’”’ 

Tambo—‘‘ What did he name it?’’ 

Bones—‘‘He calls it Pomp.’”’ 

Tambo—‘‘He calls his little gal Sarah, 
don’t he?’’ 

Bones—‘‘ Ah beliebes he do.’’ 

Tambo—‘‘ Yah, yah, yah! dat’s funny!’’ 

Bones—‘‘ What am funny, man?”’ 

Tambo—‘‘Ah was just thinkin’ dat wif 
dem two chillin, Joe mus’ be powerful fond 
of Pomp and Sarah Moany.’’— Youngstown 
Telegram. 


The Selfish View. 


‘*Do you want cheaper postage?’’ 

*“‘I don’t know,”’ replied the man who 
considers only his own interests. ‘‘I don’t 
write many letters myself, and I don’t see 
why I should be eager to make it easier for 
the men who send me bills.’’— Washington 
Star. 


Could Be Worse. 


The world is bright, 
For all its rue; 
My purse is light, 
But my heart is, too! 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


A women likes to believe she is the only 
one in a man’s life, specially if she knows 
there are several others. 


. 
[ 


FASHIONABLE FROM HEAD TO HEELS. 


Departing burglar (who has tied up and ‘‘ bonneted '’ the caretaker) —** Well, any'ow, 





mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


if yer ain't comfortable, yer re in the werry ‘eight of fashion.’’ 


—London Sketch. 
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Humorings. 
Customer—‘‘Have you an alarm clock 


that will wake the servant without waking Wh ; k 

the whole house?’’ The 1S. CV 
Watchmaker—‘‘No, sir, I’m afraid not; 9 

but I can give you one that will wake the “and YO U R Home 

whole family without waking the servant.’’ . %s oe gam 

—Pele Mele. 7 ~ 





Servant—‘‘ Heavens, I have knocked the 
big flower-pot off the window ledge, and it 
struck a man on the head!’’ : 

Mistress—‘‘What! My beautiful ma- MNT 
jolica?’’—Fliegende Blaetter. deh d ntr tenn 


Mrs. Bacon—‘‘Did you say your husband The PURE FOOD 


has a sion for music?’’ 
Pe WHISKEY 
wanted to.”’ | 


Mrs. Egbert—"" Yes; every time I — 
he flies into one. *__Yonkers Statesman. 
MM Medi ICI ina | ly Pure! 
**T believe he could.’’ : 
“Wh itive?’’ 
‘“‘He emi ok & ame resort for six Fo rSa le Fve ry Val Naas rh dng 
« ior 


weeks once without mailing a single sou- 
venir postcard.’’—Birmingham Age-Herald. —~— 


‘‘He says he could quit drinking if he} 
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Handy. « Went One Better. 


Higgins—‘‘I say, old man, why do ms ‘‘She married an old man who is very 
wear such long whiskers?’’ rich.”’ 

Wiggins—‘* Why—er—you see, my wife| ‘‘I went one better on that. I married a 
| buys all my neckties.’’—Chicago News. | young aviator who is a millionaire.”’ 














“OH, MUMMY, LOOK! THEY 'RE FEEDING HIM!” 
— Londen Punch. 








} 
Maketing in Crimson Gulch. | 


‘*What makes the butcher put both hands 
in the air? Is he afraid you are going to 
shoot?”’ 

‘*No,’’ answered Bronco Bob. ‘‘He has| 
gotten over being afraid. He knows I ain’t | 
going to shoot as long as he keeps his hands | 
out of reach of the scales while the meat’s 
being weighed.’’—Chicago News. 











| Ideal Winter omen to the — 


Went Back. 
“e , ; ” The most inviting cruises this season are those to the resorts of ‘“The American Mediterra- 
M God — oe =e yi more, ’’ sobbed nean,’’ that wonderful winterless region bathed by the southern Atlantic, the Gulf of Mexico and 
po Ane ra » Ged} one day. body! Wh the Caribbean Sea, including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Florida and San Domingo. 
: y, ~~ oe eae © at Write for AGWI NEWS, a beautifully illustrated free magazine, describing the cruises of the 
do you mean? following steamship lines: 


‘‘Oh, no, He doesn’t love me, I’m sure, 
































for ied Him with a daisy.’’—Metropol- ne CLUES LENS PORTO RICO LINE 
" I tr ed y on F TO FLORIDA, daily except Sunday, calling at Delightful 16 day cruise toand around the Island, 
’ itan. ° | Charleston, Brunswick and Jacksonville, with con- $110 covering all expenses, touching at principal 
nections for all leading Southern resorts. ~orts. Send for booklet. 
Easily Downed | From Pier 36, North River, New York. eneral Offices, 12 Broadway, New York. 
‘‘Saw Splodgers last night. He couldn’t | MALLORY LINE WARD LINE 
stand up.’”’ To Texas. all points southwest and Pacific coast. Luxurious twin screw steamships to Bahamas 
p. ad Exhilarating water route trips to Galveston, Key (Nassau); Havana, Cuba, Mexico and Yucatan, with 
**Drunk?’’ West, Tampa and Mobile rail connections to all important interior cities. 
‘a - . ” . From Pier 45, North River, New York. General Offices. Pier 14, East River, New York. 
No; spelling bee.’’—Cleveland Plain | 
Dealer. DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 
NEW YORK, PHILADELPHIA BOSTON CHICAGO, WASHINGTON 
Caroni Bitters. — Unequa'led for flavoring 290 Broadway 701 Chestnut St 192 Washington St 203 So. Clark St 1206 F St., N. W 


sliced Fruits, Ices and Jellies. Sample on receipt of 


Bete, Sst. C. Mae S Ca, WS Sead S, U5, | a ee 
Gen’! Distrs. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Natural Laxative 
Water 
Quickly Relieves: 

Biliousness, 

Sick Headache, 
pee Disorders, 
an 


CONSTIPATIONE 


AT ALL ORVUGGISTS 


MISS CUE @— 


The Charming Billiard Girl—in six pretty poses 
iNustrating difficult shots at billiards and pool. No 
a for Booklet showing these pictures in min- 
ture. 
Beautiful photogravures of the same subjects— 
size 7x 12--30c each, $1.50. for set of six. Your 
money back on any one or all of them if you ask for it. 


WILLIAM A. SPINKS G COMPANY 
360 W. Erie Street, Chicago 


Manufacturers of Spinks’ Self Sticker Cue Tips and of Spinks’ 


Billiard Chalk ---for 16 years the chalk of cue experts 
| To be had of all Dealers 























A 10 dave’ trial wil nvince vou with 
mv Combination Hone and Ste p that 


y er 
BARBERS — 
o “T rfect cutting edge on your rater 


keep « remarkably smooth 
ww at least 200 shaves with one hon 


ing. No m rr-honing Ne more rough edges. If you are per 
fectly satisfic a after you have tried them. they will eret you 83.0 
or $1.50 each, and if you ar 2 ~" you return them and you will tx 


bligation 
w. w IN’ TE nae 1 is Dearborn St., Chicago 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 


ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 
all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 

which you may want to be “up to date.”” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. Henry Romerxe, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York 


The Boy and the System. 


This is the story of the boy, the bank, 
and the system 

The boy came into the bank and laid a 
half dollar with his bank book on the re- 
ceiving teller’s window. 

‘We don’t receive deposits of less 
than a dollar,’’ said the teller. 

The boy yielded reluctantly to the sys- 
tem and drew back. But he did not 
leave the bank. He crossed the corridor 
and seated himself on a settee. 

The teller noticed him sitting there, 
and also noticed the reflective look on 
his face. 

The boy waited for some time, think- 
ing it over. Finally he arose and went 
to the paying teller’s window. A mo- 
ment later he confronted the receiving 
teller. 

‘‘I want to deposit this dollar and a 
half,’’ he said. 

The teller grinned. 

The boy had just drawn a dollar from 
his little balance and was using it as an 
entering wedge for the rejected half 
dollar. 

And so the system was beaten by the 
boy, and a considerable accession of 
bookkeeping labor was the price of de- 
feat.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Why Not. 


If one may go ducking in an aeroplane, 
why not whaling in a submarine ?—Bos- 
ton Herald. 


| 
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Would Let Him Off. 


*‘Didn’t you promise never to do it 
°| again?’’ 


**Yes, sir.”’ 
“‘And I said I’d whip you if you did, 
didn’t I?’’ 


**Yes, pa; but as I didn’t keep my prom- 
ise, I won’t hold you to yours.’’—Boston 


Transcript. 


Seven Ages of Turkey. 


Turkey. 
Cold turkey. 
Turkey croquettes. 
Minced turkey. 
Turkey hash. 
Turkey bones. 
Turkey soup. 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 


She Knew. 


Mistress—‘‘Nora, I saw a policeman in 
the park to-day kiss a baby. I hope you 
will 
things.”’ 

Nora—‘‘Sure, ma’am, no _ policeman 
would ever think iv kissin’ yer baby whin 
I’m around.’’—Louisville Post. 





























| DECEMBER WEATHER: THE NEW STOVE. 


| 
| 


“The man assured me that it was an economical 
stove that would keep hot a long time.’’ 
“Yes, it doesn’t give any of its heat away.” 
—Pele Mele. 


Equal Rights. 


‘*What’s parlor socialism?’’ 
belle. 

‘‘Having two callers at the same time 
and letting each hold a hand,’’ Grace ex- 
plained.—Kansas City Journal. 


asked May- 


It Was This Way. 
“a suppose the father gave the bride 


| away. 


He gave a million away, 
”’Philadelphia Ledger. 


**Not exactly. 
and threw her in. 


Guileful. 


‘*She asked me to teach her to skate.’’ 
**I taught her to skate last winter.’’ 
‘*The deuce! Then she’s fooling me.’’ 
‘Don’t take it that way, old fellow. 
Maybe she thinks she needs a post-graduate 
ourse.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


The Penalty of Fame. 


Oke—‘‘ Wouldn’t you like to be famous?’’ 
Owens—‘‘And have the newspapers con- 


tinually informing my creditors of my 
whéreabouts? Not much!’’—Boston Tran- 
| script. 
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remember my objection to such' 


When others are of- 
fered, it’s for the pur- 
poe larger profits. 


GET MARRIED —2trimoniat! paper with ad- 
vertisements of marriage- 

able people from all sections, rich, poor, old, young, 

Protestants, Catholics, ans mailed, sealed, Free. 
B. F. NNELS, Toledo, Ohio. 






















Keep Tab On Your Expenses 
POCKET CASH REGISTER 


For Traveling Men, Business Men, the 
Store. For the Ladies, the Home, the 
Boy. THE CASHOMETER is a 
new invention. It will do for you what 
the large Cash Register does for the 
Storekeeper. Registers from one cent 

$100 and more. Very pleasing in 
appearance, well made, accurate and 
reliable ; size of a ladies’ watch and can 
be carried in the vest pocket or purse. 
Teaches economy and system. 


Operation is extremely simple; no mental 
calculation. The addition is done automat- 
ically—a turn of the crown does it. Nickel- 
plated case, crystal glass. A splendid whist 
prize, premium or gift. Price $1.00, pre- 
paid, by mail. Not yet in stores. 


Evansville Cashometer Co. 


St. Bernard Building 
EVANSVILLE, 83 83 





INDIANA 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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A Failure. 


‘Do yousthink, sir,’’ asked the waiter, 
helping the guest on with his coat, 
“that lightning ever strikes twice in the 
same place?”’ 

‘‘Yes, I guess it does,’’ answered the 
departing diner. 

‘Well, sir, the gentleman who sat at 
this table before you came in gave me a 
fifty-cent tip, sir.”’ 

‘“‘Ah, indeed! And you think there 
may be a chance that he’d come back to- 
morrow? I doubt it. Good-night!’’- 
Louisville Herald. 


m Unregenerate. 


“It was to satisfy your extravagant 
tastes,’’ cried the desperate man, ‘‘that 
I committed the forgery! The crime is 
upon your head !’’ 

The woman started and gazed at him 
wonderingly. ‘‘Is my crime on straight?”’ 
she asked.— Success Magazine. 


A Dangerous Proceeding. 


Many a man has hitched his wagon to 
a star without first taking the trouble to 
fix it so that he will not be spilled out. 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 




















THE FIRST ROUND-THE-WORLD STEAMER. 








BIND YOUR 


uapge. 
JUDGE BINDERS FOR SALE AT 


$1.25 Each 


Made to hold 52 issues of the magazine. 


Name of publication is stamped in gilt 
letters on front of binder. 


LESLIE -JUDGE COMPANY 


How To Get Rich. 

No man ever got rich by his own ef- 
forts and savings unless he kept track 
of all of his expenses. Every self-made 
rich man admits that this isa fact. One 
of the richest men in the country, Mr. 
John D. Rockefeller, from boyhood up, 
kept an account of every cent he spent. 
It is probably because of this that a new 
instrument, inexpensive and _ handy, 
called the ‘‘Cashometer,’’ has been in- 
vented. It is the size of a lady’s watch 
and can be carried in the vest pocket or 
purse. Its operations are simple. This 
little invention is described in an adver- 
tisement in this week’s issue of JuDGE. 
Other announcements tell of ideal winter 
trips to the tropics, of a free booklet 
showing six charming poses of the bil- 
liard girl, of a hone that every barber 
wants, and a lot of other things that our 
readers should not neglect to observe. 
In answering advertisements always 
mention JUDGE. 


Lots of men are perfectly willing to 
be ‘‘Judged’’ by the President.— Wall 


225 Fifth Avenue, New York. Street Journal. 
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oll 
HUNTER 


HIGH 
BALL 


GRATIFIES 
SATISFIES 
CHEERS 
AND 
REFRESHES 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 














In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 









| Philip Morris 


coro" i sarettes 


The superlative degree 
of cigarette-quality. 


See 
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